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By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


_ Wednesday.—Waited on the Lord Chancellor with several 
vrother journalists to talk about improving the Law of Libel. Nice 
law, the Law of Libel—for journalists. An incautious word—an 
ambiguous expression—and the journalist’s enemy has it all his 
own way. Especially if he has no money. 


"WARE WORDS. 


We stand in awe of the man of straw, 
And him we never gibe-’ll, 

For the man of straw has the pull of law— 
Of the lovely Law of Libel. 

If we print his name with praise or blame 
He’ll seize the chance to flay us, 

He can lose his case with a placid face 
For our costs he’ll never pay us. 


I don’t know that we got much substantial comfort from his lord- 
ship, however. As the weather was too inclement for me to take 
Her Most Gracious over to Cherbourg, had a look in at the Goupil 
Gallery—saw some Whistlers and Swans (pictures, you know, not 
birds). Then took a run down to Newhaven to see a new lifeboat 
launched—paid for by Jewish school children. Went to lunch at 
Simpson’s in the City, but found it burnt out—crowd of lunchless 
wanderers lingering forlornly round the ruins. Went to my club, 
and afterwards to the Royal United Service Institution and heard 
Sir Archibald Coloquhoun on China. 


Thursday.—Got off all right to-day with Her Most Gracious as 
far as Portsmouth. Dined with the Solicitors’ Managing Clerks’ 
Association, and afterwards called for the Kaiser and took him to 
see Forbes Robertson’s Hamlet in Berlin. Also the new Biograph 
pictures at the Palace wonderfully good, these. 
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Friday.._Took Her Most Gracious carefully over from VPorts- 
mouth to Cherbourg—very rough passage. 
NEGLECT OF DUTY. 
The steam was up and off we starts, 
The cabin bright and spacious was, 
In which, with joy, away to parts 
Wot’s foreign, Her Most Gracious was. 
But cruel bad the sea be’aves, 
Which was oncommon mean of ’em, 
Britannia might ha’ ruled the waves 
Much smoother for the Queen of 'em. 


Came back and enjoyed a lot of nice pictures. Sainton’'s silver 
points and water-colours (particularly dainty and delicate), David 
Lee’s sacred pictures at 175, Bond Street, and the Royal Institute 
show. Also helped H.R.H. to lay foundation stone of a new jetty 
at Cannes, and the Princess at the 2nd Drawing Room of the season. 


Saturday.—Went and celebrated “ the Revolution of '48” in 
Vienna, having settled Her Mogt Gracious at Nice on the way. Started 
Stoddart’s lot on a return match with Australians at Melbourne. 
Came back and had a look at “the crews"’ at Putney—promising 
pair, looks like good fight, but—lor!—who knows? Heard Beresford 
at the Navy League and saw the Cake-Walking Coons—Willie 
and Billy Farrell—at the Alhambra—their “living curtain” 
a big go. 

Monday.—See a fellow named Rubeigh stole some jewels. How 
could he help it with that name? Especially if he were christened 
Rob. Perhaps an alias, however. Heard Chamberlain’s proposal 
for “a little bit of sugar for Jamaica.’’ Saw Mr. Shaw's Candida 
at Manchester, and Mr. Forbes Robertson as Macbeth in Berlin. 
Went home by the new 12-30 a.m. train on the Brignton from Vic- 
toria. 

Tuesday.—Celebrated ‘the Revolution of '48" (wonder what it 
was!) once more. At Buda-Pesth this time. Then back for the first 
mecting of the L.C.C. Beautifully harmonious to begin with— 
presently I expect , but we shall see what we shall see! Saw 
the English team win the match agains‘ the Victorians. 


ONE AT LAST! 


The cricketers of England who've been batting in Australia 
(What ho! Have the Johnnies won ?) 
Have, generally speaking, been—well, candidly, a failta. 
(What (oh!) have the Johnnies won ?) 
Just fancy! (though a match or two they gave a good beginning to) 
They've usually beaten been—oft by a single innings, too ; 
This last one, too, Colonials may count among their winnings, too— 
Wuat? Oh! Have the Johnnies won ? 


THe Sporrer, 





Notice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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Too Can-did. 


Customer.—“ I’m sure theie’s water 
in this milk.” 

Milkman.—* Well, mum, it’s been 
raining, and I left the lid of the can 
open.” 

Customer.—*‘ Then you'd no right to 
do so.”’ 

Milkman.—“ But I was gettin’ very 
short of milk, mum!” 





In Suspense. 


He was an honest stripling 
Of medium degree, 
With shoulders broad and lusty, 
A sturdy wight was he. 
His dull blue eye betokened 
An intellect o’erwrought, 
And ever and anon he conned 
The paper he had bought. 


‘Now, England, Mother England ’’—- 
’'T was so his musings ran— 

‘ Australia’s best in deadly ‘ test, 
Confront you man to man ; 

Now stand with pulses beating 
To win the fateful toss 

The Lion and the Kangaroo 
Jeneath the Southern Cross.” 





And as the time went speeding, 
As days flew on apace, 
Seemed more intense the youth’s sus- 
pense 
And haggard grew his face. 
And as the news came flashing 
Its message foul or fair, 
Of joy or ruth, so did this youth 
Or smirk, or tear his hair. 


An innings, yea, an innings 
Is played by either side, 

Undaunted is the Kangaroo, 
Unstained the Lion's pride. 

'Tis o’er. That youthful smile became 
The sickliest of grins. 

Woe, woe is me, O fatal game— 
Australia wins! 


FFipmeer 4 fo int Ld e 
Accompanies Him. 
KNOWLEDGE FUFFtTH UP. Barber.—‘ Your hair comes out, sir.” 
First Lady (slightly mixed ).‘* P’raps yer kin tell me wot’s the meanin of Mythology ?” Facetious Customer.—* Yes, it’s obliged 


Second ditto (ditto). ‘In course L kin, 


“Fun” in Earnest. 
WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS IN GENERAL. 

Most of us could have been knocked down with a feather when 
the news came of the temporary retirement, through ill-health, of 
the Marquis of Salisbury. Weak, as some of us think him at times, 
there is no doubt that he is the one indispensable man of the day ; 
without him we shall not be sure that we are in the right hands. 
The time he has gone through is enough to undermine the constitu 
tion of anyone. Never has there been so prolonged, so complicated, 
a mess in foreign affairs. Throughout the length and breadth of 
the land there has come a chorus of regret, irrespective of politics : 
for everybody feels that it is the greatest statesman in England, 
perhaps in Europe, who has been placed hors de combat. That he 
will speedily be restored to health is the wish of every Englishman, 
Radical and Tory. 

« ¥: * 

The murder of Mr. Woolf Joel proves that Johannesburg is not 
quite the centre of light and civilisation that many of us had been 
led to believe It sounds like the wild, wild West of America to 
read of men conducting their business with revolvers on their desks 
ready for all emergencies. It is another of those wonderful 
coincidences that happen every day in real life that Mr. Joe! 
should have been murdered soon after his partner, Barney 
Barnato, committed id 





It’s knowin’ all abart the hatmosphere!” 


+99 


to when I leave home 


One of the happiest things of the present time is the different 
feeling in America for this country. It seems to have sprung up 
spontaneously. There seems to be a general impression over there 
that we should have stood by in case of need; and, like all Anglo- 
Saxon peoples—who, Lord Beaconsfield said, were, in spite of an 
impression to the contrary, the most emotional people on earth- 
the thing spread like wildfire. And thestrange thing was seen, and 
the strange sight was heard, of people throwing their hats in the air 
at the mention of Britain, and theatre audiences singing ‘‘ God Save 
the Queen.’ I wonder what the Irish, who so long have tainted 
the politics of that country, think of it all. Of one thing we may 
be very sure, they will lose no opportunity of setting the clock back 
and doing their utmost to put out this fire of fraternal feeling. 


Hooray! Another crisis in the Transvaal. The cry is “ Still they 
come!’’ Kruger ousted Chief Justice Kotze, Kotze appeals to 
England, England says her law officers shall give it their earnest 
consideration, to see if it comes within the scope of the London 
Convention, Kruger says he doesn’t care a hang if it does or not, 
and now the question is ‘‘ What will happen if the English law 
officers decide that it does?’’ I suppose we shall talk big—and do 
nothing. That is our way of late. The answers of Ministers, for 
nstance, on the Chines« que stion are worse and worse; it seems 


that we have backed down ‘‘all over the shop.” 
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The Mystery of Mr. 
Plummer’s Hat. 


Ir troubled me in secret that 
Our neighbour Mr. Plummer, 
Should always wear a high white hat 
In winter and in summer. 


I thought his conduct might be traced 
To scorn of all the seasons, 

Tho’ possibly it might be based 
On scientific reasons. 


That hat in June would keep, I said, 
His brain from getting torrid— 

But then when winter comes his head 
Would feel the cold—O horrid! 


The hat that is in summer right 
In winter needs rejection ; 
My wife thought p’raps he found that 
white 
Went best-with his complexion. 





He might assist some tradesman sage 
With advertising sager, 

And wear the white hat for a wage— 
Or even for a wager. 


Tho’ sun or snow were o’er the land 
He never walked without it ; 

At last I pumped him gently, and 
He told me all about it. 


A hungry journalist he was, 

‘‘T am,” he owned, ‘a hack one, 
And wear a high white hat beccs 

I haven’t got a black one!”’ 
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Quarter Day. 
Landlord,—* I've called for the rent.’’ 
Mr. Flannigan (grinningly).—* Then 

yez had betther call again. Oi'm thinkin’ 
it’s a bit deaf, an’ can’t hear yez!"’ 








Against Something. 

Gentleman.—‘‘ What have you had to 
eat to-day, Pat?” 

Pat.—* Nothin’, sorr; Oi’ve only had 
a dhrop av whiskey.” 

Gentleman.— That won’t make you 
go to fat, Pat.” 

Pat.—*' No, sorr, more likely to make 
me go to lean!” 





A Couple of Thanks. 


Hon. T. A. Brassey, editor of Brassey's Naval Annual. | 


BRASSEY, all-hail! In these troublous times, 
When the giants who sway the world 

3ehold that against them the pigmiest mimes 
Have athreatening flag unfurled 

When tenth-rate Nullities swear they’ll brave 
The ‘‘ imminent deadly breach ”’ 

And begrip from the Lady who Rules the Wave 
Her autocratrix-might—your speech 

On the pith, the power, the ultimate scope 
Of our Navy’s ships and ranks, 

Is indeed well-timed : and our mouths we ope 
To yield you a Couple of Thanks! 


And Thank the First is because you prove 
That our Fleet has no doom to dread, 

Though a trio of first-rate powers should move, 
In conjunction, to strike us dead ! 

And Thank the Second we'll e’en advance 
With a lustier cheer: for (though 

You admit that with Germany-Russia-France 
We may dauntlessly cope) you show 

How the alien navies still larger wax, 
And you tell us, distinct and plain, 


If we still o’er the waves would reign! 








That our WAR-VESSEL BUILDING we mustn’t relax, 
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AT THE LAW COURTS. 
Society Lady.—* Wow f should love to be a fashionable solicitor 1"! 
He.—“ Why?” 


S. L.—* Because you must hear such a lovely lot of scandal on the Q.C. 


(According toan American contemporary, ‘The poet Le Gallienne 
has come to this country in quest of the golden girl on the face of 


Vide report of remarks recently made at Tunbridge Wells by the an eagle.”” ‘* Poet Le Gallienne” is good. So far as we remember, 


there has been only one other verse-maker designated ‘‘ Poet,’ and 
that was the illustrious Bunn, who ploughed the fair land of Poland 
with his celebrated “ hoofs,” a feat unparalled, we believe, in the 
history of agriculture. Mr, Le Gallienne, however, is more of a 
forester than a ploughboy, and has gone in for free culture with 
some considerable success, | 
THE Poet Le Gallienne is off on a quest, 
And “ The Grail,” we are told, isn’t in it 
For he is America’s much-honoured guest, 
And he’s making a dollar a minute. 
Though his poetry's prosy, pray what are the odds 
That he will not put gold in his purse? 
For the critic of Yankeedom frequently nods, 
And may say that “ it might have been verse!” 
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Proved at Last. 


(Curiously enough, the name of the only coloured member of the 
| United States Congress is White. | 
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Can I be on the whiskey tack ? 
It seems to be that White is black! 
I truly hope I am not ‘ tight,” 
For now I find that black is White! 
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“Fue RYCE AcOmIN' ' (Chorus of usual language. } 
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Just in Time. 
GOSCHEN :— 


Horry up, lads, hurry up! 
If we are not pretty smart 
We shall surely miss the start ; 
For, I much regret to state, 
We're already rather late ; 

And our splendid isolation 

Won’t allow this hesitation— 

If you want to save the nation, 


Hurry up! 


Come along, lads, come along ! 
After all they’ll find us game, 
And we’ll get there just the same. 
Still I really must admit 
We’re behind, a goodish bit,— 

If we keep those fellows waiting 

They’ll do something irritating, 

And a fuss they’ll be creating— 

Come along! 


Now’s our time, lads, now’s our time! 
If we want to win a place 
In this struggling human race, 
We must hurry for our lives ; 
For our adversary strives 
All our prizes to be tapping, 
All our vict’ries to be capping, 
And he nearly caught us napping— 
Now’s our time! 








Pray, look sharp, lads, pray look sharp! 
’Twould be bad for foes to find 
We’re so very far behind, 
We must make up for lost time, 
And to linger now were crime ; 


And we’re late, I’m much afraid, 
So an effort must be made, 
Pray, look sharp! 


Do not stay, lads, do not stay ! 
For each moment's precious now, 
As I’m sure you'll all allow; 
And we've still to bear the brunt 
If we wish to keep in front. 

This is not a time to mope, 

When our adversaries hope 

With our ancient power to cope— 

Do not stay ! 


Look ahead, lads, look ahead ! 
We've a contest to go through ; 
And as much as we can do 
It will be to hold our own; 

For our rivals’ pow’r has grown, 
They’ve been training for this fight, 
Still we have not lost our might ; 
And that all may yet come right, 

Look ahead ! 





Come along, lads, come along! 
For the water’s pretty rough, 
And the other crew look tough; 
We shall have to pull to-day 
If we hope to win our way— 

To the goal we’ve always won; 

If the race should be begun 

Ere we're ready, we’re undone— 

Come along! 


Hurry up, lads, hurry up! 
If we are not pretty smart 
We shall surely miss the start— 
If without us they begin 
We have lost our chance to win— 
And our splendid isolation, 
Will but cause us trepidation— 
If you want to save the nation, 
Hurry up ! 


Through that strike we’ve been delayed, 
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BOAT-RACE DAY, AS USUAL, ON THE UNDERGROUND RAILWAY. 
Youth (in further corner, to lady just entered, with box).—‘* Aw-may I offah you my-aw- 


seat, madam ?”’ 











‘‘ How to Keep Books,” by “ A Practi- 
cal Man.”—Don’t lend them. 








A Hopeful Future. 


(The writer concludes that the ‘dum- 
dum’ bullets, or any other instrument of 
butchery likely to make war more atrocious 
and abominable, may be the harbinger of 
an era of peace.”’—Eatract from Newspaper. | 


Arm, arm, you sanctimonious elves, 
You moralists with chokers white, 
Up, up, and forthwith arm yourselves, 
And make you ready for the fight. 


Your bullets let them be ‘‘ dum-dum,”’ 
Let apt invention never cease, 
Whatever dreadful weapons come 
They come as ‘‘ harbingers of peace.” 


Who would exist on tranquil plan, 
Must first contrive to hold the means 
Whereby he can his fellow-man 
Blow to eternal smithereens. 


Let all the wide world and his wife 
Become more warlike year by year, 
One only antidote to strife, 
Only a single safeguard—Fear. 


Open your coffers, cash to spend, 

Pile on the millions, don’t be nice, 
Infernal engines build no end— 

You must have Peace, at any price. 
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The Suggested Anglo- 
American Alliance. 


Ir Bull and Sam walk hand-in-hand 

The other Powers will understand 

That stripes they'll feel, and stars they'll see, 
If they dare take a liberty ! 


A Noted Song. 

[At Messrs. Sotheby’s auction rooms, an 
original autograph manuscript by Mendels- 
sohn-Barthody of a boating song, “On a 


Gondola,” signed and dated Ist June, 1831, 
sold for £41.—-Vide Press.) 


A fetching song, indeed, I may call this— 
It strikes me that the price is rather long, 

And with the test clearness shows, I wis, 
You can’t always get a song “‘ for a song”’! 











































































ears — 


Cutting. 
Author.—“ Do you know, after the proofs 
have passed through my hands, I never read 


my own books.” 
Critic.—Well, you're a sensible man!” 
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GOSCHEN (LOQ.).— LOOK SHARP, LADS, 
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THE ACTUAL DATES OF COMPLETION FOR SERVICE OF MANY IMPORTANT SHIPS WILL BE DEFERRED BY AN INTER AL PRACTICAL 
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P, LADS, OR WE MAY MISS THE START.” 


rf PRACTICAL , » y ’ ’ 9 . 
LY EQUAL TO THE TIME OVER WHICH THE [ANGINEERS DISPUTE EXTENDED. Mr. Goschen on the Naval Estimates. 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 93.) 
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Caste on an Island. 
CHAPTER IV.—“THE PERIODIC RAID.” 


“Do they consider us the ‘booty’ then?” asked Polly, opening 
her eyes. ‘ What a cheek! Give me a pistol, my Sanguinary 
Scourge, and I will play the part of Miriam in the ‘ Pirate’s Bride,’ 
and defend your dying body to the bitter last.” 





a 
Ir 1s Rvuppycvur, THe Banpit CuHrer.” 


“Thank you!” said the Scourge, weakly. ‘ But I don’t think it 
will come to that, And you would be breaking one of our laws. It 
is many years now since my ancestors agreed to put a stop to— er— 
er—brutal force, and settle everything by arbitration, and the 
Bandits have only come to claim their half of the ‘ booty.’ ” 

“Well, you ain’t going to settle me by arbitration, I can tell 
you,” said Polly, drawing herself up. ‘‘ Besides, we’re not ‘ booty.’ 
We are visitors, and came here by our own free will; free, gratis, 
and for nothing. Didn’t we, Duchess?” 

“Silence, girl!’’ said the Duchess, sternly, folding her arms. 
“It is such times as these—the times of danger—that true ‘ caste’ 
will shine like gold through your tawdry insolence, Let the foeman 
come! Here they shall find an eye to quell them to submission. 
Where is your craven band, your Majesty ?”’ 

“Gone to hide their stores, your Grace. ‘Tis an ancient 
custom, when the Tocsin rings. But we have a few moments 
before the foe arrives, and I will explain the situation. Many 
years ago the people at this side of the island—bloodthirsty 
pirates as we were—after being constantly raided and harassed 
by the ‘ Bandits’ who occupy the northern extremity of 
the island, and whose descendants are now approaching—became 
so impoverished that we were scarcely worth raiding at all. The 
‘ Bandits ’ consequently came to a starving condition themselves ; 
for bandits, you know, should not do anything but rob for a living. 
Had this state of things gone on it would have ended in total exter- 
mination of both of us, an event to be deplored. It was then agreed 
between us that the Bandits should only make periodic raids and 
annex at such times the exact half of our possessions, leaving their 
mark on the other to show—for future reference—that they had 
had its equivalent. So, we are constrained, whenever the Tocsin 
rings, to hide our more valuable things, and let them take half of 
what they can find, without the mark.” . 

‘““You relieve my mind, your highness,” said Captain Taffrail. 
“‘The invasion won't be a very terrible affair, after all. 

“It would not have been, Captain,” said the Scourge, coldly. 
‘‘For their ‘find’ is usually very small. But now? You forget 

the ladies.” 

‘‘ But we are visitors. Don’t come none of yer Captain * Kid’ on 
us,” said Polly. 

‘You forget, fair maid, that you are both candidates in this 
election of Queen, and so have given yourselves up to my people. 
Yes! I fear they will not consider either of you exempt. They 


will carry one away, and leave their mark on thi 
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‘¢ What ! ’ screamed the Duchess. 

‘‘ Brand the one who is left,'’ said the Pirate, calmly. “ You wil] 
see most of our bales of booty marked with a large B.L.— Bandits 
leavings, you know.” 

The Duchess fainted. The quelling eye for once was dimmed. 

‘‘ Mister Buccaneer Sanguinary Bill,” said Polly, with a vicious 
gleam in her face, and stiffening her fingers, ‘‘I, too, can mark. 
My brand is ‘one hundred and eleven’ on each cheek. Polly’s 
leavings, they can call it if they like.” 

“But I think that will come under the laws against fighting,” 
said the Scourge. 

‘“‘T think it will,” replied Polly. ‘ Are these our foes? ” 

A band of some twenty men sprang through the belt of trees. 
Half their number rushed off towards the Pirates’ camp, the other 
made for the platform, and seemed amazed‘at the bold front shown 
by the Pirate King, backed up as he was by the shipwrecked crew. 

They were not men of herculean build, but what they failed in 
figure they made up in beard, for each was “ bearded like a pard.”’ 

“Hail, mighty King!” shouted the leader, advancing slowly 
towards the party. ‘‘ We have come according to contract to make 
our periodic raid on your stores.”’ 

“Tt is Ruddycut, the Bandit Chief,” whispered the Pirate King 
to Polly. ‘‘ We are lost, indeed.” 

“What! That little chap with the carrotty beard,” said Polly. 
** Don’t you stand any of his cheek, Sanguinary. Just go in and 
mop him up. I'll hold your sword for you.” 

The Pirate King’s face flushed with a wan smile. 

**No!” he said heroically. ‘‘I dare not. It is against our laws 
and would not be honest.”’ 

‘Mr. Small!” said Polly Flinders. ‘‘ Yon caitiff bandit chief 
has insulted your future queen. ‘Tis our pleasure that you wring 
his neck.” 

“ Stay!’ saidthe King. ‘ Perhaps our fears are unfounded. Let 
us not resort to violence. Greeting! fair Ruddycut,’’ he continued, 
“I trust there has been no mutiny in our camp in satisfying your 
demands.”’ 

** None, great King. They know better. But our claim is not 
yet discharged. You are about to choose a queen to rule your 

land. We will have a queen, too, and claim one of your lady 
captives to rule us.” 

The Pirate King’s face brightened, and he glanced at the duchess. 

‘Chief Ruddyycut,”’ he said, “‘ Your claim is reasonable and just. 
You shall have a queen to rule you, and rule you well. We cannot 
divide these ladies into equal portions, and let both live. So, I will 
be generous, and let you take the larger portion. Long live Florence, 
Queen of the Bandits !”’ 
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“J WILL BE QUEEN TO BOTH PIRATES AND BANDITS.” 
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The Duchess Rosemary rose gracefully from her seat and bowed. 
“The minion will be branded ‘B.L.,’” she muttered. ‘J need 
not have feared.” 
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“ Great King, Scourge of the Pacific,” repNied Ruddycut sarcasti- 
cally, after a moment’s pause, “‘ we will not be outdone by your 
enerosity. It is our perogative to choose for ourselves. And, as 
you have so gracefully given way in our favour, we will not rob you 
of your grand dame, but content ourselves with the lesser portion 
this time. Long live Florence, Queen of the Pirates!" 

Florence, Duchess Rosemary, rose again from her seat, with a 
joyful but palpitating heart.” 

‘My noble and sincere admirers,”’ she exclaimed, “do not, I 
beseech you wrangle further amongst yourselves. I will settle your 
dispute. You shall both have Queen Florence, for I will be queen 
to both pirates and bandits. Let the irons be heated for ‘ Princess’ 
Flinders. She shall have B.L. on one shoulder and P.L. on the 


other.” 
[To be continued.] 








Waftings from the Wings. 


A REAL, rattling, fine old-fashioned farce is The J.P., produced 
for the first time in London at the Shakespeare, Clapham Junction, 
last week. I don’t know whether my brain is capable of remembering 
clearly what it is all about, for, to tell the truth, one is a little 
fogged on this point even when one is witnessing the piece. This does 
not affect the laughter a little bit; in fact, the less one understood, 
the more one laughed. Perhaps, if we had had a less vague idea of the 
reason of everything we might not have laughed so much. It is 
often this way with farcical comedy. 

Charlie Vivian, a penniless young gentleman, has married Flo 
Neville, late “‘ principal boy” at the Bijou Theatre, without his rich 
uncle’s consent. They are staying at an hotel in Boulogne, waiting 
for his quarter’s allowance from the said uncle, before they can pay 
their bill and get away. They have a baby, and are quite a model 
matrimonial couple. To their horror, who should suddenly arrive 
but the aforesaid uncle, Cesar Montagu, J.P. Czsar is an example 
of all the virtures in England, in France he is an example of just 
the other thing. To outwit him Flo dresses up in man’s clothes, 
and pretends to be the somewhat notorious Captain Rattler. 

The uncle drinks and plays cards and loses heavily to tho 
supposed captain, her husband through the game being seated 
under the table, advising her how to play, taking her winnings and 
drinking her brandy and soda. The uncle also tries to make love 
to a married woman, and conducts himself generally in the manner 
of the English puritan abroad, much to the surprise of Charlie, who 
hitherto has looked on him as a model of all the virtues. The baby 
also causes endless confusion. It becomes everybody’s baby in 
turn. Meanwhile, Tom Noel, husband of Kate, finds her carrying 
on a violent flirtation with the false Captain Rattler, and goes out 
with the intention of relieving his brain pan of its contents. The 
dashing captain also makes violent love to the lady Cesar has 
destined to be the wife of Charlie, and gets her to throw her 
husband-that-is-to-be over. By this time you will be able to get 
some faint idea of the pandemonium that reigns. Absurd as it all 
sounds, I don’t think I have ever heard louder laughter in any 
theatre, and I found myself joining in every other moment. 


responsible, and I hope, when the company comes to the West End’ 
that Mr. Lytton will not change it for something with a bigger 
name. Miss Florence Lloyd is the best boy I have ever seen. She 
does not look like a woman in trousers, but exactly what she pre- 
tends to be, a dashing young man of fashion. Her manner and 
bearing are exactly the thing—she has taste, style, ‘‘ go,” discretion. 
When attired in her swagger evening dress clothes she hears her 
baby crying, and nurses him; the effect is whimsical in the 
extreme, 

Mr. Lionel Rignold as the uncle has a fine, ‘fat’ part. He 
makes the house roar whenever he is on the stage. Humorous 
and artistic, too, is the Charlie Vivian of Mr. Charles Fawcett, a most 
excellent comedian, whose high spirits never outrun his sense of 
comedy. Miss Kittie Grattan is a natty and lively little femme de 
chambre, and excellent work was also done by Mr. Cecil Lawrence, 
Miss Daisy Atherton, and Mr. Charles Stewart. 


The new play to succeed The Geisha at Daly's Theatre is to go 
into rehearsal at once. Rumour has it that we may not see the 
ever-charming Miss Letty Lind in the cast; but surely a play at 
Daly’s would seem woefully incomplete without her. 


Mr. Frankfort Moore has copyrighted a play dealing sympatheti- 
cally with the life of Nell Gwynne. The piece is in three acts, and 
shows us Nell’s life from its beginning, when she sold oranges out- 
side the pit doors of the theatre, to her great position as the 


favourite of theking. It should prove an interesting subject. 
GOSSAMER. 
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‘The Nellie Farren Benefit was the grandest on ever 
witnessed. Compton’s Benefit was considered an evement, 
but the present one excelled all imagination. “Old Drury” broke 
the record with over £6,000 takings, and may Nellie Farren enjoy 
them for many years, and recover health and return to the boards 
again. 

A Brace of Partridges is now performing at the Garrick, much 
more commodious premises than its previous home, the Strand, 
The theme is not new, and has been availed of both for tragedy and 
farce. It is natural, and consequently obtains immediate calenee. 
The two Partridges are cousins, and, owing to facial and physical 
resemblance, are mistaken the one for the other by sweethearts, 
fathers, mothers, waiters, et hoc us omne, e result is 
exuberantly farcical. Mr. H. Reeves-Smith doubles the parts of the 
two Partridges ; Mr. George Shelton is a very comical Spiffins; Mr. 
Cecil Thornbury a most persistent bailiff; Miss Beatrice Ferrar is 
a charming country barmaid; and the rest of the company 
collaborate so well that one feels inclined to witness more than one 
performance, 


Mr. Charles Darrell desires it to be known that the American 
play about to be produced at the Adelphi is founded on an incident 
in the poem, “ Curfew shall not ring to-night,” and that the same 
subject forms the concluding scene of his melodrama, Defender of 
the Faith, written by him two years ago. The play has been toured 
under the management of Mr. Stanley Hope, who will shortly bring 
the play to London. 


Mr. Charles Godfrey will commence a tour in the provinces with 
a variety company at Easter. 


The National Sportsman's Exhibition at Earl’s Court will close 
on Saturday next. 


The Factory Girls’ Country Holiday Fund has issued its tenth 
report. The fund exhibits a sturdy growth. Her Royal Highness 
Princess Christian has taken the place of the late lamented 
Duchess of Teck, who did good work in this cause. The annual 
meeting takes place at the Mansion House on the 22nd prox., when 
the Right Hon. the Lord Mayor will preside. Strange to say, all 
the railway companies refuse to assist with a reduction of fares, 








Marching Orders. 


‘‘T HAVE a sonnet here,” the poet said, 
** Which speaks of singing birds and budding larch, 
And brings a message telling winter’s dead— 
It is ‘To March !’” 


The editor, what time the bard looked blue, 
His eyebrows did most ominously arch, 
Exclaiming, ‘ I’ve a message, too, for you— 

It is to march!” 








For a very great deal of the fun the very excellent company is - 








AFTER THE RACE. 


“ Mike, you were drunk again last night. Are you aware I had 


to put you in the carriage and drive home myself?” 
“ Shure, sorr, I wuz only humourin’ ye. It wuz yer honour’s self 


that wuz intoxicated, small blame to ye!” 
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UNANIMITY. 


BROTHER JONATHAN (PRESENTING A CUP OF * 


“AS YOUR SHIPS 


‘VIGORAL.’” 


AND BRITANNIA). 
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Accompliehed. 

‘The belated arrival in Eastern waters 
has caused much amusement in editorial 
and other circles. It must not, how- 
ever, be forgotten that, in spite of the 
Crummles-like rhetoric of the German 
Emperor, the Mailed Fist’s task was 
completed before it started from the 
fatherland. | 


Tue story of the Mailed Fist 
As told to all who cared to list 
By Prussia’s elocutionist 
Made ev'ry Briton grin. 
The air was filled with ribald chaff, 
For every editorial staff 
Let off a loud satiric laugh— 
But let them laugh who win. 





It maybe has occurred to you 
That William knows a thing or two, 
The threat of all he couldn’t do, 

We ought to recollect, 
Brought China straightwavy to her knees, 
Until she cried—‘‘Take what you please!’ 
So William’s florid pleasantries 

Had the desired effect. 


Trrl 1 


While we—whose navy, all declare 
Is Russia’s dread and France's care, 


Are threatening in vain! 
Ve're flouted now by every foe— 
‘ou ask us why affairs are so? ”* 
Well, ’pon our word, we do not know, 
So cannot well explain. 


4 « 


Quite Right. 

‘Nearly all lions are ‘left-handed,’ 
and when one desires to strike a forcible 
blow the animal almost always uses the 
left paw.”’— Vide Weekly Paper.) 
THERE'S an exception to each rule 
(As all of us were taught at school)— 
The British Lion, with all its might, 
When roused, hits straight out with the 

right! 





The Unfitness of Things. 


‘The latest development of Burnsolatry north of the Border 
reads a little strangely. It is to put upa drinking fountvin at 
Dalkeith as a memorial to Scotland’s poet.—Evening Paper.] 


TuHat fame fur which the poet yearns, 
While hard the humble crust he earns, 
Takes more mysterious twists and turns 
Than ye'll be countin’ 
3ut who'd have thought for Bobbie Burns 
They'd build a fountain! 


Oh, listen well, ye feckless ‘‘ totes,” 
Who pour not whisky down your throats 
The chief of bonnie Scotland's *‘ potes 
Loved not your Ways, 
In fact, he sang some scathing notes 
In your dispraise ! 


Ye cannot know what ye're about, 
Your fountain with its dripping spout 
Would soon have damped and quite put cut 
His spirits frisky : 
Water has uses—yes, nu doubt, 
To mix with whisky! 


A better monument would be 
A hogshead full of barley bre 2. 








For in the praise of guid ale he 
Sang many a carol: 














THE RENT DINNER. 


Waiter.—* Thick and clear, sir?” 
Farmer. - ‘‘ Middlin’, thank ‘ee.”’ 


“Company in Distress.” 


[The Liverpool butcher who, after signing many love-letter 
‘ Yours by a large majority,"’ was mulcted in damages for breach o 
promise of marriage, is said to have earned the hearty condolence 


of a certain M.P. who shall be nameless. | 


CONSTITUENTS all! ‘tis known to you 
That I’m not a sentimental man ; 

Yet I sympathise, as I'll own to you, 
With this damages-paying gentleman ! 

For I lisped, like a wooer Cupid-struck, 
Soft speeches, suave and tentative, 

When a fancy my cranium stupid struck 
To become your representative ! 

And I couldn't in bounds confine my self 
With joy, when your bland authority 

I at last received, to sign myself, 
‘* Yours, by a large majority.” 


Like the love-lorn Liverpudlian, 
I have learned what disillusion is ; 
And my brain (though a strong and goodly ‘un) 
Overwhelmed with dire confusion is! 
Thoughts of prerogatives wonderful 
I once in my mind kept pumping up; 
jut I’m now of my hideous blunder full! , 
For the privilege great of stumping up 
Much cash (till half-broke I find myself) 
Is the one which obtains priority, 
Since the day when I rashly signed myself, 
“ Yours, by a large majority.” 
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HOMEWARD BOUND. 
First Inebriate.—‘‘ What (hic) shall yer say t’yer missish, ole chap?” 
Second Inebriate.—'‘ Not a (hic) word.” 
First Inebriate.—* Why not?” 
Second Inebriate.—“ Shan't ‘ave a chance!” 


“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “Fun’s” WASHERWOMAN,. 


THE Queen ’as gone to the Reviver (if 
that ain’t the rite way to spell it it ’ort to 
be), an’ she’as my best wishes. I shoud like 
to go there myself, for I orfen feels I wants 
revivin’ arter a ‘ard day’s washin’. I 
admires our good Queen, an’ drinks ’er 
’ealth ev’ry day, an’ three times on Saterday. 

I’m glad to say that Lord Charles 
Beresford ’as got ’is seat safe enough; p’r’aps 
some people was, so to say, ‘‘ countin’ there 
chickens afore they was ’atched”’; anyway, 
as my boy Sam ses, ‘‘Charlie won’t be 
bowled out by a ‘ Yorker.’ ”’ 

It appears that there’s a lot of London 
cabmen between 70 and 80 years of age; an’ 
I wouldn’t mind sayin’ that some of there 
‘osses is as old, if not older! I’ve got a 
uncle wot is a cab-driver, an’ 1 wunce arst 
’im, as they don’t allus get fare doin’s, wot 
made ’im take to it, an’ ’e sed ’e was “ druv 
to do it.” 

If I ain’t downright sick of all these ’ere 
war rumers! The Powers puts me in mind 
of the dorgs—they can’t fight, though some 
of ’em seem itchin’ to do it, ’cause cirkum- 
stances muzzel ’em, but you can bet that 
wen they get them there muzzles off the 
hair will fly! The Russians ’ad better be 
keerful; there’s sich a thing as Russian 
leather, an’ there ’as bin, an’ may be 
agin, sich a thing as “ leathered’’ Russians! 

Old Kruger (’e’s a nice, agreeable old 
party; I should like to invite ’im to tea, 
only ’e might prove a bore, a “smooth 
bore,” for ’e’s “soft-soapy’’) is profesying 
“‘troublous times ahead,” an’ you can bet 
that ’e means to make ’em if ’e gets the 
chance! If ’e ain’t a blessed old fraud, with 
a Bible in one ’and an’ a knife up ’is sleeve. 
I don’t know who is! 

I see that the “‘ Populo Romano” was once 
Signor Crispi’s organ. I didn’t know ’e’d 
come down to turnin’ a organ, but still, 
if ’e comes round, I’ll give ’im a copper. 

Sir George Lewis ’as bin a-givin’ it to 
them money-lenders; an’ serve ’em rite, the 
wampires! Reg’ler blood-suckers; with a 
good many of ’em it’s a case of “ Fee-fi-fo- 
fum, I smell the blood of an Englishman,” 
etseterer. They squeeze the fees out of 
pore people, an’ then won’t lend ’em any 
money. I dare say there are a few upright 
money-lenders knockin’ about; I’ve ’eard 
of white black-birds, but I ain’t seen none. 


MaRcH 22, 1898, 
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MAURICE’S PORCELEINE. 


IN TINS, Gd. AND 1s., FROM ALL FIRST CLASS SHOPKEEPERS. 


36, 


Brighter than Enamel. . 
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